PARTY-WALL
the problem, if there is one, is distinctly baffling, since it
relates to two communities of charming people. Most race
problems are simplified for onlookers because they generally
deal with two sets of human beings, one of which is obviously
detestable. In such cases our prejudices, at any rate, know
which way to run; and the problem is gradually reduced
to finding means of keeping the two groups apart or of
assimilating them by improving the nastier of the two.
(The drastic method of total elimination preferred by the
late Sultan Abdul Hamid in the unfortunate instance of
the Armenians may be discarded.) But in the present
instance the problem is presented by two delightful groups
inhabiting a single country—and even, in the majority of
cases, a single city. I am fully justified in terming them
delightful, because I have dined with them too often to
think of them otherwise; and I should be charmed to dine
with all of them again, whether by summons to wear a
black tie behind the trim hedgerows of Hurlingham at
8 p.m., or by a more verbose reminder para recordar que
el Dr.	y Senora tendran el placer de recibir dl Senor y
Senora Philip Guedalla el Miercoles 18 a las p| p.m.
Indeed, it was while dining with them that the problem
first occurred to me. For those pleasant evenings, which
broke up towards one o'clock under the reproachful eye of
a hostess who felt that things could not have been going
well for guests to leave so early, suggested grave reflections.
They were so enjoyable that social life in Buenos Aires
seemed at first sight to present residents with opportunities
for endless variety—sometimes an evening among Argen-
tines, sometimes with their own fellow-countrymen from
England ; little parties where the leading language would
be Spanish without prejudice to a few British couples, and
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